
T he Qmicatl Hiflory of 

For. The one of them containes my pi&ur&Prince, 
If you choofe that, then I am youfs wichali. 

\jA 4 or. Some God diret my uidgement.let me fee,, 

I will furuay th’infcriptionsbacke againe. 

What fayes this leaden Casket ? 

Who choofeth me,muft gtue and hazard all he hath, 
Muft giue,for what ? for lead,hazard for lead ? 

This Casket threatens men that hazifrd all, 

Doe it in hope of faire aduantages : 

A golden niinde ftoopesnotto (howesofdrofle, 
lie then nor giue nor hazard ought for lead. 

What fayes the filuer with her virgine hue ? 

Who choofeth me,{hall get as much as he deferucs. 

As much as he deferues,paufe there Morocbo , 

And weigh thy value with an eeuen hand. 

If thou beeft rated by thy eftimation. 

Thou doft deferuc enough, and yet enough 
• May not extend fo farre as to the Lady : 

And yet to be afeard of my deferuing. 

Were but a weake difabling ofmy felfe. 

As much as I deferue, why that’s the Lady, 

I do in birth deferue her, and in fortunes, 

111 graces, and in qualities of breeding: 

But more then thefe.inToue I do deferue. 

What if I ftraid no farther, but chofe here ? 

Let’s fee once more this faying grau’d in gold : 

Who choofeth me.fhall gaine what many men defire.' 
Why that’s the Lady, all the world defires her. 

From the fourc corners of the earth they come 
To kiffe this fhrine, this mortall breathing Saint. 

The Hircanion defcrts,and the vafty wildes 
Of wide Arabia, areas through-fares now 
Foe Princes to come view faire Portia. 

The watry Kingdome,whofe ambitious head 
Spets in theface of heatien,is nobarre 
T,o ftop the forraine fpirits,but they come 
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the ^Merchant of Venice . 

As ore a brooke to fee faire Portia, 

One ofthefc three containes her heauenly piture. 

Is’t like that leadc containes hcr,t’were damnation 
To thinke lb bafe a thought, it were too grofTc 
To rib her fere-cloth in the oblcure graue, 

Or {ball I thinke in filuer fliee’s immur’d. 

Being ten times *nder-valewcd to tridc gold, 

O fintull thought,neuer fo rich a Iem 
Was fet in worfe then goId.They haue in England 
A coyne that bearcs thefigure of an Angell 
Stampt in gold, but that’s infculpt vpon : 

Butheere an Angell in a golden bod 
Lies all within. Deliuer me the key : 

Hcere do I choofe, and thriue I as I may. 

For, There take itPrince,and if my forme lie there. 
Then I am yours. 

Mor . O hell ! what haue we heere, a carrion death ? 
Within whofc empty eye there is a written fcroule, 
Ilereadcthe writing. 

All thatglifters is not gold. 

Often haue you beard that told, 

Many a man his life hath folds, 

But my out fide to behold, 

Cuilded timber do wormes infold : 

Had you bene 4 t wife as bold. 

Young in limbes, in 'judgement old , 

Your An fa ere had not beene infer olde, 

Pare you well, your Jute is cold. 

Mor. Cold indeed, and labour loft, 

Thenfarwell heate,and welcome froft : 

Portia adiew,I haue too greeu’d a heart 
To take a tedious leaue ; thus lofcrs part. 

Per. A gentle riddance,draw the curtaincs,goc> 

Let alt of his completion choofe me fo. 





